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DEDICATION. 


Dedicated  to  the  few  spare  moments  which 
sandwich  Babu  existence.  Moments,  when  the  desk- 
ridden  mind  feebly  endeavours  to  soar  above  the  sordid 
details  of  official  life.  Moments,  when  one  realizes 
there  is  something  more  real  in  life  than  Half- 
Margins,  Codes  and  Resolutions,  and  a  great  deal  more 
that  is  more  soothing  than  Objection  Statements, 


THE  CONVERT. 


He  pass'd  alone  as  was  his  wont 
Through  the  pressing  crowd, 

The  Sabbath  bells  have  no  charm 
For  one  so  cold  and  proud. 

Struggles  of  life  and  grief  in  youth 
Have  robbed  his  heart  of  love, 

And  he  thinks  he  has  lost  for  ever  here 
'hose  waiting  for  him  above. 


mv 


His  duties  o'er  and  wending  home 

He  finds  the  Church  door  wide, 
And  on  bended  knees  :  lost  in  prayer, 

A  child  he  sees  inside. 
The  intant  shape  in  that  darken'd  sphere 

Looks  like  a  cherub  blest, 
And  its  voice  tho'  soft  is  clearly  heard 

Praying  for  Peace  and  Rest. 

"  0  !  God  my  Boly  Father 

"  Teach  me  how  to  Fray 
•'  Guide  my  fait' ring  footsteps 

"  And  help  me  on  life's  way'* 

He  thinks  of  that  Golden  story 

When  Christ  took  up  to  bless 
Youths  like  the  one  before  him 

Whom  the  elders  would  repress. 
He  weeps  as  he  thinks  of  his  childhood 

He  lives  the  child  again, 
And  kneeling  beside  the  cherub 

Joins  his  loving  strain. 

"  Oh  !  God  our  Holy  Father 

"  Teach  us  hoiv  to  Pray 
*'  Guide  our  weary  footsteps 

"  And  bless  us  on  life's  way." 


From  his  eyes  now  the  veil  is  lifted 

Which  tinged  his  life  with  gloom, 
He  feels  there's  a  fairer  Region 

And  Death  seals  not  one's  doom, 
Years  thence  he  received  his  summons 

From  his  God,  his  Judge  and  King 
And  as  earthly  sounds  were  fading 

He  heard  the  cherubs  sing. 

"  0/5  /  God  our  Boly  Father 

"  Tlioust  taiKjlit  him  how  to  prai/,^ 
"  Of  the  light  of  Thy  Love  and  Simshine 

"  Cast  on  him  Thy  Bay" 


LINES  TO  MISS  ETHEL  MAY  G 
7th  OCTOBER  1891. 


Endless  pain  had  been  sav'd  me 
To  have  told  thee  what  I  thought, 
However  hard  my  fate  may  be 
E'en  if  thou  lov'd  me  not. 
Looking  forward  dreary  life  before  me  lay, 
Mem'ry  alone  links  me   with  pleasures  pass'd 
awa)'- 

Ah  !    What  would  change  my  sorrow,  is  tho 

smile  of 
Yesterday ! 


LINES  TO  EDIE 


Ev'ning  brings  its  charms,  th' 

DecliniDg  sun  casts  his  parting  ray, 

In  quiet  sombre  thought  I  sit  and  muse,  ©C  /f>t^ 

Edie  darling  far  away. 


MUSINGS  IN  A  CHURCHYARD. 


As  a  child  till  lately  I  shunn'd 

The  company  of  mankind 
Not  from  pride  or  petulancy — 

Merely  following  my  bent  of  mind. 

My  comrades  sought  to  cheer  me 

But  their  eftbrts  pleased  me  not, 

Resenting  their  kindly  meanings 
Solitude  I  sought. 

Wayward  fancy  often  led  me 

To  graves  io  the  old  churchyard 

Where,  seated  in  their  solemn  shadows, 
I  mused  upon  the  sward. 

Once  Ilm«s  in  bleak  December 

As  I  lay  on  th'  naked  sod, 
Fancy  help'd  me  to  remember 

I  was  beside  those  now  near  God  ! 

Then  I  rose  and  wandered  slowly 

'Mong  heaps  that  mark'd  the  spot 

Of  lord  so  high  or  peasant  lowly, 
In  death  together  brought. 

The  friends  of  those  in  high  degree 

Pourtray'd  the  deeds  of  th'  doughty  lord. 

But  in  the  absence  of  these  the  poor  agree  — 
Their  deeds  were  known  to  God. 

There  was  nothing  to  mark  the  bed, 
The  rest  of  the  struggling  poor, 

•  Cept  the  little  wild  flowers  which  shed 
Their  beauty  o'er  the  moor. 

While  thus  rambling  my  eyes  did  wander 
To  a  tomb  so  quaint  and  rare, 

That  I  paus'd  to  sadly  ponder 

Ou  the  grave  of  a  form  once  fair. 


She  was  the  only  flower  in  her  father's  home 
The  owner  of  the  house  hard  by, 

But  her  spirit  had  fled  in  Heav'u  to  roam 
On  the  wings  of  Eternity. 

Sixteen  summers  she  passed  (for  she  was  tender) 

In  a  life  of  purity  and  love, 
But  lives  do  hang  on  cords  so  slender 

That  snap  when  drawn  above. 

Pained  I  felt  and  griev'd  to  think 

Man  is  but  born  to  die 
When  an  angel  whisper'd  "  Death  is  the  link  " 

"  Which  joins  you  to  lov'd  ones  on  high.' 

The  soft  voice  then  went  on  to  tell  me 

That  I  should  worship  my  God  in  love, 

And  on  proving  myself  a  good  tree 
I'd  be  transplanted  to  Eden  above. 

"Life  is  but  fleeting"     It  told  me, 

"  To  Eternal  decrees  you  must  bow," 

I  now  mix  with  my  kindred  freely. 

For  I  must  make  the  most  of  them  now. 

Death  is  a  very  short  parting 

From  those  who  go  before, 
And  who,  to  receive  us  with  smiles  are  waiting, 

On  that  brighter  and  lovelier  shore, 


MUSINGS  OF  A  DISCONSOLATE  SPIRIT. 


I  am  weighed  down  with  grief  aud  misery 
O'ervvhelmed  with  sorrow  and  pain 

Life  scarcely  seems  worth  living 
Whence  the  Eternal  Gain  ? 

Fortune  seems  fickle  and  listless 

Friends  weary  and  are  wearied  in  turn. 
Death  seems  the  only  thing  certain 

The  ashes  of  our  hopes  in  the  urn  I 

We  are  the  loads  and  life  is  a  struggle 
Ceaseless  as  a  running  stream. 

Disappointments  mark  our  journej'', 
Hope  ! — an  unrealized  dream. 

Oh  !  had  I  the  wings  of  an  eagle 

I'd  soar  away,  oh  so  high, 
From  all  that's  of  earth,  quite  earthj'-. 

And  live  on  the  bliss  of  the  sky. 

Whene'r  sorrows  surround  me 

Or  temptations  are  thrown  in  my  waj', 
I  shall  sail  on  tlie  wings  of  the  morning 

And  greet  in  the  rising  day. 

Hope  is  the  wing  I  long  for 

To  take  me  to  th'  regions  of  Gold 

Faith  is  the  pin  to  hold  me 

"  To  Christ  and  the  Story  of  Old.'* 


8 

The  funeral  of  the  Duke  of  Saxe-Coburg  was  solemn 
and  impressive.     The  wreath  Her  Majesty  sent  was 
;imple  and  inscribed  '  From  a  Sorrowing  Mother.'  " 

[Reuters  Press  Message.) 


TO  A  SORROWING  MOTHER. 

Mother  !  Weep  not.     God  hath  need  of  him 
Whom  He  hath  given   to   thy    watch   and 
care, 
To   acquit    himself    in   duty   as   a    son,   and, 
Revert  whence  he  came  no  longer  needed 
'here. 
Dwell  not  on  all  thy  gifts  to  God's  plantation, 
Wrenched    from   tlie   heart   whence   they 
grew 
To  cast  their  crowns  before  Him.     Abdicated 
here. 

To  serve  'fore  God's  Eternal  Throne. 

Noble  Lady  !  His  strong  Arm,  which  sustained 
thee 

Through    eighty  years  of  5''outh,  mother- 
hood and  age. 
Joy,  sorrow,  trials,  grief  and  gloom, 

Is  still  quite  strong  thy  last  great  grief  to 
assuage. 

Thy  holy  life  Avill  point  thee  to  the  Star 

Of  Hope  which,  clinging  to  the  Cross,  we 
see 

Beyond  the  mists  of  doubt  and  fear,  far, 

Far  beyond  the  realms  of  sin  and  mystery. 


Kind  Lady!  Thy  heart  hath  scarcely  ceased 
Bleedinf?  for  those  that  mourn,  for  them 
that  lie 
Asleep  in  veldt  or  kopje,  'neath  Afric's  sunny 
sky. 

When  thou'rt  called  upon  to  mourn  afresh 
For  thy  sailor  son— Christ  his  pilot,  Faith  his 
guiding  star — 

He  has  cross'd  the  Jaspar  sea  and  reach'd 
his  home  afar  ! 

Our  Queen  1  God  bless  thee  thro'  this  vale  of 
tears, 

This  world  of  doubt,  sorrow,   gloom    and 
sighs, 
The  strong  Hand  which  sustains  us  can,  gently — 

"VVhen  time  shall  be  no  more — 
"Wipe  all  tears  a^Yay  from  out  our  eyes. 

India, 

\st  August  1900. 
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THE  PASSING  OF  VICTOEIA. 

"In  the  dawn  of  June  2Uth,  1837,  immeiiiately 
after  the  death  of  Kiug  William  IV,  the  Archbishop 
of  Canterbury  *  *  left  Windsor  for  Kensing- 
ton, to  convey  the  tidings  to  his  late  Majesty's 
Successor.  *  *  ♦  On  the  Princess's  attendant 
makiiig  her  anpearance,  she  declared  that  Her  Royal 
Highness  was  in  so  sweet  a  sleep  that  she  could  not 
venture  to  disturb  her," 

Tie  Life  and  Times  of  Queeii  Victoria, 
Enqiress  of  India,  ly  Robert  Wilson. 

London,  January  23—8-35  a  m. 

It  is  'Understood  that  the  family  was  thrice 
summoned  to  the  bedside  yesterday,  and  the  last  time 
at  3-30  P  M.,  after  which  they  remained  in  constant 
attendance  on  Her  Majesty  who  was  still  conscious  at 
intervals,  but  the  end  came  in  sleejJ. 

Reuter's  Press  Message. 


"  Speed  ye  wires,  strain  thy  power  this  mess- 
age to  convey 

"  To  my  People,  who  tear-eyed  and  hushed  in 
pray'rful  silence  wait. 

"  Say,  my  struggling  spirit  soon  shall  leave 

"Its    earthy    tenement,    this    habiliment   of 
clay— 

•'The  King  of  Kings  hath   asked  me  for  the 
crown  entrusted  to  my  keeping, 

"  I    go    to    the    world    beyond,    the    realm 
illumu'd  by  God's  Eternal  Ray." 
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Gentle  heart,   thy  later   cares   and  grief 

have  gathered  fast. 
Thou'st  wept   with    those    who've  wept, 

and  mourn'd 
With  them  whose  anguish   sigh'd   across 

the  sea, 
As  each  cherish'd  form,  'neath  mound  or 

tomb 
Was  laid  on    veldt  or   kopje,   or,   nearer 

heart  and  home ! 
True  Peace  and  Comfort  is   beyond    this 

strifeful  shore 
Where,  the  slender  rills  of  human   sym- 
pathy. 
Are  enguifd   in  the  sea  of  God's   o'er- 

wh  el  mi  eg  Love, 
And  we're  join'd  to   those,  *'whove   gone 

lefjrer 

'  Oh  God  !    I  was   wrapt  in   slumbers  in  my 

maiden  sleep, 
'  When  they  Prelate  announced   my  ascension 

to  my  kingdom  here 
'  And  Thou  my  Lord  in  mercy  hast  entranc'd 

me  at  my  Journey's  end, 
'  When  call'd  by   Christ— The  everlasting 

Priest— 
'  To  serve  within  thy  own  Eternal  Sphere." 

Yet  'fore  she  slept  the  sleep  eternal, 
'  Fore  "  the  crossing  of  the  Bar  " 
That  lies  'twixt  earth  and  life  supernal, 
God     gave    her     consciousness     and 

strength  to  pray 
For  him,  to   whom   her  sceptre   will 

have  pass'd, 
Ere  th'  shades  of  night  fell  on  the  sleep 

past  earth's  awak'ning. 
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*'  Oh  God  of  my  youth   and   age,  from   whom 

all  power's  deriv'd, 
"  Whose  love  and   mercy  my  life  have   cano- 
pied, 
"  Bless  Edward   and  his  people — As  with  me 
"Let  gentleness  his  strong  enforcement  he — 
•'  Theirs  —Love,  Loyalty  and  Trust." 

If  the  transient  spirit   could  have  stayed 

its  flight 
But    for  a   moment,    and   breathed   the 

answer  from  on  high, 
Our  king  had   heard,  mid  sobs   and  tear 

dimn'd  eyes. 
Words   echoed     by    a    million    stricken 

hearts— 

"  Wishes  wrung  from  that  agld  heart 

"  Have  cross  d  the  tideless  sea, 

"  And  as  the  prayers  of  many  count  with  Him 

"  Who  rules  our  destiny, 

"  Blessings  to  the  king  are  here  foretold 

"  For  thy  people  pray  with  thee." 

Our     King !     God     comfort     thee    and 

thine — 
If  tears  wrung  from  feeling  hearts 
And  hallowed  by  our  prayers 
Are    God's     best    balm    for   those    that 

mourn — 
Thy  sympathy's  from  this  vale  below; 
Thy  comfort's  from  above ! 

India,  25ih  January  1901. 
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DECENTRALIZATION  IN  INDIAN 
MILITARY  ACCOUNTS. 


It  is  said  that  Reviews  and  Reports  are  un- 
necessarily bulky  and  that  refinement  in  audit  has 
reached  a  point  which,  by  interfering  with  executive 
details,  makes  good  administration  impossible,  and 
that  the  Babus  are  led  to  raise  unnecessary  objec- 
tions in  their  own  interests  and  in  those  of  their 
relations  ;  for,  greater  the  work,  greater  is  the  number 
of  Babus  employed.  Among  other  reforiDS  decent- 
ralization and  devolution  will  soon  remove  this 
clerical  visciousness. 

Fide  PUBLIC   PAPERS. 

I'm  .-«,bout    to    write   a    ditty,    that's   neither 
smart  nor  witty. 
Proving  that  to  mend  is  never  late. 
We'll  be  filled  with  delectation,  when  success 
marks  reformation. 
And   the    Department    proves   to   be    in 
model  state. 

First  within  our   view,   comes   the   Financial 
Review, 
The  obesity  of  which  is  now  tabood, 
So  things   before   potential,  are  not    now  held 
essential — 
Such   things  as  lengths  of  tails  and  cost 
of  food. 

Simla  doesn't  care  a ,  what's  the  price 

of  salt  or  gram 
Or   other   stuffs  which    agents   feed   the 
cattle. 
Its  been   proved   in  black   and  white,  its  not 
seen  tho'  in  sight, 
That  transport   mules  thrive  best  on  loot 
in  battle. 


14 


A  commander  in  a  fight,  needn't  tremble  at 
the  sight, 
Of  "  Audit  notes  "  and  all  such  "  tommy 
rot," 
Requiring  D.  G/s  sanction,  when  in  the  thick 
of  action, 
Before  he  can  discharge  a  blooming  shot. 

The  Doctor  we  are  told,  however  calm  and 
cold, 
Comes  to  fever  heat  when  on  his  rounds, 
And  modifies    prescriptions,    and    writes   hig 
own  inscriptions 
To    evade    the    scent    of    expert    audit 
hounds. 

If  an  S.  T.  0,  found  a  donkey  wouldn't  go, 

And    the  Vet   suggested   an    increase   of 
fodder. 
The  3aba  would  soon  dive,  into  his  volume 
five, 
And  blandly  issue  calls  for  "station  order." 

When  with  excessive   whacking,   to  stop  his 
mulish  backing, 
Poor  Ned  hee-haw'd  his  final  bray  and 
died 
The  Babu  put  the  question,  without  doubt  or 
hesitation, 
"  Where  credit  tvill  le  found  for  defunct's 
hide." 

While  "red  ink"  notes   were   swelling,  their 
abstruseness  was  telling, 
On  the  constitution   of  th'  drabi  and  his 
moke, 
And  if  their  feelings  were  not  blunted   or   the 
Audit  Babu  shunted, 
Their  retention  was  a  thing  beyond  a  joke. 
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If  a  mule  without  a  bray,  went  and  did  a  stray, 
The  oily  man  would  ask  the  reason,  why, 

This  stubborn  evolution,  should   practise   devo- 
lution, 
By  trying  to  roll  away  and  do  a  guy. 

The  Regimental  bloke,  who  never  saw  the  joke. 
When  the  Babu  squirted  off  his  audit  fuses, 

"Will  have  it  all  his  way, — so  the  papers  say — 
And   a  G.  O.   C.   will   sanction   what  he 
chooses. 

All  objections  will  now  cease,  disbursera  be  in 
peace. 
With  the  clipping  of  red  tape  and  sealing 
wax,  but 
When  the  spenders  run  the  show,  and  expenses 
'^'in  to  grow, 
The  Accountants  will  be  scragged  for  gett- 
ing lax. 

I  now  must  close  my  ditty,  that  I  started   is   a 

pity, 
I  might  have  elegised  on  Babu's  fate, 
Who  to  suit  abbreviation,  will  curtail  genera- 
tion, 
"  Keeping  siqjply  down  to   demands   of  the 
State:' 
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LINES  SUGGESTED  ON  A  YOUNG  LADY'S 
RESENTMENT  OF  A  JOKE. 


My  love  thou  wert,  thou'rfc  and  e'er  shall  be, 

Naught  shall  change  thee  in  my  heart  or  eyes. 
But 

If  flowers  are  denied  the  honey  gathr'ing  bee 

It  must  languish  soon  and  die  amidst  its  sighs. 

Why  therefore  take  from  me  thy  pleasing  speech, 
Which  fall  like  pearly  cascades  on  my  eager  ear, 

Wliy  let  me  thirst  within  the  radius  of  thy  charms 
And  yet  feel  thou'rt  so  far  while  still  so  near? 

Nay!  recall  those  cruel  words  which  crush  my  soul, 
Consign  me  not  to  grief  and  madd'ning  doom, 

For,  when  the  doors  are  barred  and  windows  locked. 
Thy  prison'r  must  pine  and  die  amidst  its  gloom 

If  aught  Ive  said  has  turned  thy  heart  to  steel. 

Some  thoughtless  words  spoke  in  jest  or  chaff,        , 

Turn  not  in  serious  sorn  which  would  make  me  feel      ife- 
That  in  lieu  of  sonnet  I  should  write  my  epitaph, 

"Here  lies  a  heart  that  once  did  speak 

"  In    thoughtlessness    to    Siren   in  sylphic 
form. 
"  Scarce  had  the  words  been  uttered,  when 

"  Her  anger  swept  it  down  in  gustful  storm. 
"  Let  gentle  zephyrs  fan  my  lasting  sleep, 

"  And  join    their   sighs    with    spirits    who 
their  watching  keep." 
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THE  HEAVENLY  DUEL. 


I'm  the  Spirit  of  the  Infant's  cry 
When  it  wakes  to  mortal  life, 

I  tempt  it  till  its  time  to  die 

Arrives  with  the  end  of  strife. 

I'm  the  Spirit  of  sin  and  wiles, 
Luring  youth  in  devious  ways 

I  lurk  in  wicked  and  sinful  smiles 
A  curse  to  the  end  of  days. 

I'm  the  Spirit  of  th'  pois'nous  breath 
That  goes  'twixt  man  and  wife 

Whom  God  hath  join'd  I  asunder  cast, 
For  love  giving  hate  and  strife. 

I  lurk  iti  the  sob  of  th'  maid  who's  lost 
To  all  that  your  daughters  hold  dear, 

I  urge  on  the  deed  of  the  murd'rer  Cain 
And  gloat  o'er  the  murd'rer's  fear. 

I  joy  at  the  anguish  of  ruin'd  men 

Whose  wives  have  left  their  spheres 

I  jeer  and  gibe  at  their  broken  hearts 
For  I  flourish  in  human  tears. 

I  laugh  at  the  grief  of  deserted  wives 

Whose  husbands  have  proved  untrue. 

From  broken  spirits  and  sadden'd  hearts 
My  poison  for  man  I  brew. 

I  hover  around  the  bed  of  pain 

I  revel  when  the  spirit  has  flown, 

I  wibt  not  the  fate  of  the  departed  soul 
What  I  love  is  the  mourner's  groan. 

I  bask  in  the  wail  of  the  orphan  child 

Lying  huddled,  ahungered  and  crying, 

1  approve  of  the  scornful  passer  by 

Unmindful  of  the  soul  that's  dying. 
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It  gladdens  my  heart  like  the  organ's  peal 
When  accompanying  your  theme  to  God 

For  my  life;  my  purpose,  my  soul,  my  all 

Is  your  travail  from  th'  womb  to  th'  sod. 

As  long  as  you  live  as  your  father's  lived, 
As  long  as  you  cling  to  the  lie 
.      WBtPti  I  spoke  to  your  mother  in  Eden  fair, 
/fZt.<         Aasi  shall  speak  till  the  last  man  die  ; 

So  long-  shall  I  gloat  over  human  woes 
Which  are  born  of  the  lie  I  speak, 
Shall  I  trample  your  soul,  your  mind,  your 
heart — 

Giving  for  Peace  the  lost  one's  shriek. 


I'm  the  Spirit  of  Mercy  and  Truth 

Born  in  this  earth  to  save 
All  who  have  passed  thro'  the  depths  of  woe 

Burying  their  stings  in  the  grave. 

For  I've  taken  on  me  the  Curse  of  man 

When  I  was  pinn'd  to  the  Cross  of  old, 

I've  ransomed  your  souls  with  my   blood   on 
the  Treo 

For  whose  fruit  they  in  Eden  were  sold. 

In  Me  you've  conquered  the  Serpent  of  Sin 
And  its  children — that's  grief  and  pain, 

I've  removed  the  sting  which  in  death  doth  lie 
For  from  th'  Grave  I've  risen  again. 

Then  smile  once  more,  for  the  sorrows  Fve  cast 

Deep  in  the  horrible  pit, 
As  coals  to  burn,  the  Tempter  of  men,  when 

On  the  Right  Hand  of  God  I  sit. 
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THE  HIWDOO  CHILD-WIDOW. 


A  child  !  and  yet  to  feel 

All  that  woman  knows  of  gloom, 
All  of  the  sadder,  darker  side 

Which  lies  this  side  the  tomb. 

Wed  pre  knowing  what  love  was 
To  one  I'd  never  seen  ;  left 

To  ponder  in  my  loneliness 

On  hopes  that  might  have  been. 

I  knew  not  the  reason  then 

Why  I  was  taunted  and  held  in  hate. 
Some  error  made  in  my  horoscope 

Which  sealed  my  husband's  fate. 

Scarce' of  life  I  knew 

Lesser  still  of  death  ! 
Nor  could  I  see  what  was  left  for  me. 

With  the  passing  of  his  breath. 

From  the  house  top  I  turn  my  eyes 
To  the  ghat  on  the  river  brink, 

I  watch  the  flames  now  grow  and  rise 
Then  flicker  and  gently  sink. 

Me  ne'er  thought  them  symbolical 

Of  hopes  for  ever  shed. 
Like  petals  of  the  jessamine 

When  the  parent  branch  is  dead. 

As  each  flame  stabb'd  the  sky 

And  rose  yet  higher  and  higher, 

Little  methought  my  future  was  laid 

To  be  quenched  on  that  funeral  pyre. 

Years  have  passed,  I'm  withered  and  worn 

AiU'x  living  a  sep'rate  life, 
Unrequited  the  vow  but  united  yet! 

For,  am  I  not  still  his  wife"? 
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If  our  two  souls  are  one 

And  unity  makes  them  glad, 

My  husband's  soul  no  joy  can  know 
While  its  other  half  is  sad. 

Or,  is  the  rite  of  Suttee  true  ? 

Can  a  widow  to  live  aspire 
When  her  lord  is  dead  and  his  corse  is  sped 

To  be  burnt  on  the  fun'ral  pyre  ? 

Then  welcome  death,  release  me ; 

To  the  flames  my  frame  I  give. 
And  join  my  soul  to  its  other  half 

United  for  ever  to  live. 
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THE  ANGEL-MOTHER. 


My  course  has  nearly  run 

My  brow  with  clam  is  wet 

Life  is  ebbing  fast  away 
Soon  my  Sun  shall  set. 

•  »  *  » 

I  muse  in  ray  darken'd  chamber 

On  all  that  I  had  been 
From  the  time  of  simple  childhood 

To  the  days  that  lie  between. 

T  wae»pleasant  to  recall  the  nursery 

With  its  laughter,  mirth,  and  play, 

Till  tired  and  weary  at  evening 
I  kneel  near  Mother  and  pray. 

She,  who  guided  ray  footsteps 

Taught  me  to  be  true  and  brave 

Though  her  voice  still  lingers 
And  her  spirit  is  here,  hath 

Long  lain  cold  in  her  grave. 

I  think  of  careless  boyhood 

With  the  future  bright  and  gay 

And  hopes  of  reliant  manhood 
To  bear  the  brunt  of  day. 

I  pass  through  days  of  sorrow 

Hours  of  bitter  pain 
With  a  ray  of  passing  sunshine 

To  brighten  life  again. 

Ah  !     How  well  recorded 

Is  every  thought  and  deed. 

Each  word  !     Whose  dire  import 
In  life  we  little  heed. 

Thoughts  long  lost  forgotten 

Deeds  vanished  from  our  eyes 

Words  past  recollection 
Dead — but  to  arise. 
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I  am  old  now,  lone  and  feeble 
Lost  to  the  Cross  and  shield 

The  hope  of  th'  life  the  grave  beyond : 
For  I'm  like  a  grass  of  the  field. 

As,  when  scorched  by  the  noon-day  heat, 
It  shrinks  and  withers  and  dies, 

And  th'  ev'ning  breeze  in  passing  o'er 
Knoweth  not  where  it  lies  ! 

But  there  are  spirit  voices  near  me 
Which  plead  in  subtle  strain 

TVith  their  kindred  entombed  within  us 
To  restore  us  to  Eden  again. 

My  spirit  is  now  in  rapport 

I  hear  a  voice  long  fled, 
A  voice  I  neglected  in  after  life 

Believing  her  spirit  was  dead. 

Death  has  not  robbed  its  sweetness 

The  grave  has  not  lessen'd  its  love 

For,  while  earth  claimed  all  that's  earthy, 
The  spirit  was  living  above. 

Join'd  to  the  Guardian  Angels 

In  their  work  of  watch  and  care 

To  repeat  onc&  more  neglected  words 
Blessed  by  the  power  from  there  :— 

"  Come  to  me  in  sorrow. 

Come  to  me  in  pain, 
Come  to  me  for  sunshine 

To  light  your  hopes  again. 

When'er  the  world  frowns  on  you. 

When  those  you've  loved  have  flown 

To  Spirit  lands  beyond  the  skies 
And  left  you  to  mourn  alone. 

When  life  seems  harsh  and  soulless 

When  sympathy  is  dead  ! 
When  the  future  seems  quite  hopeless 

In  view  of  years  long  sped. 
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When  the  present  is  o'er  shadow'd 
By  hopes  long  lost  or  fled, 

Unrealised  dreams  of  fancy — 
By  some  faithless  spirit  led. 

Or,  soaring  to  heights  of  goodness 

Far  from  sordid  strife, 
Fallen  through  earthly  weakness 

When  close  to  the  better  life. 

When  weak,  despondent,  weary, 
O'erwhelmed  by  all  that's  sad, 

When  deprived  of  all  one  values 

When  taunted  with  all  that's  bad. 

The  spirit  is  always  near  you 

Waiting  for  you  to  call : 
The  Guardian  Angel  eacli  one  has 

Since  the  time  of  Adam's  fall. 

It'll  point  to  a  sky  that's  cloudless 
Where  dark'uing  shadows  cease. 

Where  all  that's  not  of  goodness 

Departs  from  the  Prince  of  Peace, 

Who'll  remove  from  you  all  sorrow 

Wipe  away  all  tears 
And  cast  on  you  the  sunshine 

Which  blots  out  sinful  fears." 
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BELLS. 
(With  apologies  to  Edgar  Allan  Poe.) 


Bells.     Office  bells. 

Electric-button  bells. 
Responding  to  the  manipulation 

Of  the  officious,  bumptious  swell. 
Whose  face  anethemas  foretell 

To  the  peon  he  sends  to  hell 
For  snoring  when  he  should  be   shouting  out 
"  huzoor.  " 

But  when  grain  needs  compensation,  he 
Forgives  the  verbal  relaxation 

Of  the  brainy  emasculation 
Whose  head  thro'  pride  and  reservation, 

Swells  !     Swells  ! !     Swells  !  ! ! 

Cycle' bells. 

Spasmodic  bells. 
Half  shy,  half  in  a  wax 

At  the  payment  of  a  tax 
As  a  sort  of  honest  hire 

For  puncturing  their  tyre 
On  the  bumpy  stretch  of  Mnkar  called  a  road. 

Hear  their  repeated  ring  at  nights 

When  scorching  without  lights 

And  the  bobby's  sleepy  call   to   stop   they 
do  not  mind. 
Quite  different  from  the  car 

Whose  grunting  from  afar 
Speaks  of  dust  and  pois'nous  ordour 

To   the  ambulator,  who  has  to  jog  along 
behind. 
Who  consigns  the  knobby  swell 

To  the  place  that  rhymes  with  Tell 
Yes  1  we  know  its  meaning 

And  share  his  vented  feeling 
Well!  Well'!  Well!!! 
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Society  belles. 

Hill-top  belles. 
Whose  breast  with  indignation  swells 

When  the  Padre  in  his  sermon  tells 
Of  their  flippancy  and  naughty  shaves. 

The  music  of  whose  laughter 
Peals  through  each  Chalet  rafter 

At  the  antics  of  some  fairy 
Whose  jokes  are  light  and  airy 

Or  the  simple  little  game  of  "  waves  "  ! 
The  rolling  and  gambolling  waves  ! ! 

Who  deny  that  it's  a  true  fit 
Although  proclaimed  from  pulpit 

That  as  Mothers,  wives,  and  daughters, 
They  are  Sells  !  Sells  ! !  Sells  ! ! ! 

0 

Rickshaw  bells. 

Gentle  soft  toned  bells. 
How  they  ring  out  in  the  air 

Of  midnight.     Joyful  like  the  fare. 
Who  feels  supremely  happy 

At  having  captured  some  young  Chappy 
Forgetful  of  her  husband  on  the  plains. 

The  one  who  toils  away  his  life 
For  his  children  and  his  wife 

Unmindful  of  the  summer  and  the  enerva- 
ting rains. 
But  her  good  man  is  so  haughty 

While   the  Bow   Wow's  nut  quite  naughty 
And  his    handsomeness   condones  the    want   of 
brains. 

But  hark  !  the  gentle  rickshaw  bell 
Which  almost  seems  to  tell 

In    ominous    whispers,     "fall,"     "fallen 
"  fell  "  !! 
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Railway  Station  bells. 

y^hs^t punctuality  their  melody  foretells 
When  jerked  and  shaken  by   a   porter's   dusky 

The  train  is  one  hour  late 
For  "  line  clear  "  it  had  to  wait 

But  remember  India  is  a  happy  land  ' 
Time  was  made  for  slaves 

Haste  soon  leads  to  graves, 
Why  then  usher  death  before  one's  time  ? 

The  driver  may  drive  faster 
And  if  this  means  disaster 

Why  its  all  a  question  of  your  fate,  fate. 

Then  curse  not  eccentric  Railway  bells, 

Which  oft   ring  fun'ral   Knells!    Knells!! 
Knells  ! ! ! 
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THE  BROKEN  THREAD. 


My  road  lies  rough  and  broken 
My  feet  are  worn  and  sore 

The  thorny  path  the  luckless  tread 
And  have  trod  from  days  of  yore. 

Childhood's  but  a  fancy 

Flown  like  a  summer's  dream, 
Boyhood  a  bridge  of  sorrow 

Spanning  life's  turgid  stream. 

Manhood  spent  in  struggling 
Against  some  accursed  fate, 

Love  but  a  passing  glimmer 

On  th'  unbroken  sea  of  hate  ! 

A  black  expanse  of  failure 

Lies  behind.     A  blighted  lea, 

And  scenes  of  haunting  mockery 
Come  letwixt  my  love  and  me. 

My  past  reflects  my  future 

For  all  and  aught  I  see 
Satan  seems  to  ever  stand 

As  a  cloud  'twixt  God  and  mo. 
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THE  CHIEF'S  UMBRA. 


Jhool  Singh  was  a  jemadar 

In  livery  blazing  red- 
He  was  fat,  sleek  and  courteous 

As  became  the  menial  head. 

With  easy  work,  contented  heart 

And  sitting  on  his  haunch 
The  live-long  day  in  corner  cool, 

He  grew  a  wealthy  paunch. 

Tradition  says  that  length  of  purse 
And  circumfrence  of  the  girth 

Grow  together,  and  indicate 
A  man's  intrinsic  worth. 

A  judge  of  manners  men  and  things 

He  knows  the  official  gup 
He  times  announcements  to  his  Chief 

In  showing  the  callers  up. 

Altho'  fat  in  frame  and  weak  in  loin 

He  fails  not  in  vim  or  gee 
In  ush'riog  in  the  visitors 

In  the  order  of  their  fee. 

To  know  the  mood  the  Chief  is  in 

Is  half  the  victory  gained 
In  the  object  of  the  visitant — 

In  this  art  Jhool  Singh  was  famed. 

At  breakfast  hour  he'd  unfailing  call         /  . 

At  the  residental  seat,  I U 

And  glean  from  bearer,  butler,  cook, 

What  master  had  to  eat. 

All  day  at  the  office  door  he'd  sit 

Of  his  Chief  at  '  Everlie  ' 
Thinking,  perchance,  of  romantic  days 

With  his  charming  Eulalie. 
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Those  were  once  his  thoughless  days 
When  youthful  blood  coursed  free 

And  he  started  under  Biffin  Sahib 
That  geoial  Sucntt'ree. 

In  course  of  time  Ram  Dial  Singh 

jemadar,  died  quite  thoughtfully, 

And  Jhool  Singh  stepped  into  his  shoes 
And  to  his  dust  or  ee. 

When  sedition's  rife  and  seditionists 

Their  fatuous  views  rehearse, 
The  visits  of  the  loyalists 

Help  to  fill  his  purse. 

Umat  Singh  his  son  and  heir 

H^s  taken  B.A.  Degree, 
And  in  an  office  in  the  Hills 

Gets  per  mensem  one  fifty. 

The  rule  to  retire  when  past  all  work 
Will  Jbool  Singh's  term  not  sever, 

For  Chiefs  may  come  and  Chiefs  may  go 
But  he  goes  on  for  ever. 

And  year  by  year  his  girth  extends 

And  weights  his  ancient  loin 
And  he'll  wink  and  blink  and  grunt  and  sigh 

Till  his  fathers  he  doth  join. 

With  his  filmy  eyes  he  thinks  he  sees 

His  son  an  E.  A.  C. 
Oiling  the  palm  of  some  other  bloke 

When  the  Chief  he  calls  to  see. 

But  his  hoard's  enough  to  meet  such  things, 

Owns  land  naz'rana  free. 
And  hopes  to  see  his  son  some  day 

An  honoured  Darharee. 

The  day  is  near  when  fat  Jhool  Singh 

Will  from  this  life  retire 
And  the  biggest  charge  in  his  estate 

Will  be  the  faggots  for  his  pyre. 
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LINES  SUGGESTED  AT  A  DANCE. 


In  the  midst  of  mazy  waltzing 
'Round  tliee,  I  my  arm  entwine, 
Maiden  in.  thy  grey  eyes  glancing 
Ah  !  I  read  a  light  divine. 

Town  Hall  is  the  field  of  Cupid 
E'en  there  his  wounding  anows  fall 
Love  is  born  of  wounded  heart  strings 
Love  answ'reth  a  lover's  call. 
Ever  then  fond  mem'ry  brings 
Recollections  of  the  greeting 
You  gave  me  at  that  first  meeting. 


^ 
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inEs  to  the  un"-known  ok e-  her  with 
the  dark  ardent  eye  and  portly 

FORM. 

Oh  !  Ayhy  were  the  fates  so  very  unkind 
To  have  brought  us  together  there, 

There,  in  the  midst  of  the  giddy  throag, 
Answer  oh  !  maiden  fair. 

Why  dids't  thou  hold  me  with  those  eyes, 
Thy  dark,  ardent  eyes  so  deep  ; 

They  spoke  to  me  then  unutt'r'ble  things 
Tliey  haunt  me  still  in  my  sleep. 

Why  dids't  thou  let  me  caress  the  curls 
\Yhich  add  to  thy  beauty  rare  ? 

Ah  !  that's  how  thou  dids't  my  heart  entwine  ! 
But  honesthj^  was  this  fair  ? 

Why  dids't  thou  naively  place  thy  hand 
On  the  arm  of  the  cushion'd  chair 

[nvitingly  close  for  an  ardent  clasp  ? 
Now  tell  me,  was  that  fair  ? 

Why  dids't  thou  place  those  pouting  lips 

So  temptingly  close  to  mine. 
Ah  !  that  was  the  reason  as  thou  dost  know 

Why  I  imprinted  a  kiss  on  thine. 

And  all  this  and  more  I  strive  to  forget 

The  live-long  day  and  night. 
That  mem'ry's  false,  'tis  fancy's  dream 

Which  melts  away  in  the  light. 

When  thou  trusted  me  in  the  kalajaga, 
That  spot  to  which  spooners  retreat. 

Why  did  thou  laughingly  tell  me  that 
Two  could  well  sit  on  one  seat  ? 

Yes  !  this  is  the  reason  as  all  men  know, 
And  ladies  for  th'  matter  of  that, 

That  a  ricketty,  Austrian,  bent-wood  chair 
Isn't  intended  for  skits  who're  fat ! 
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BEAUTIFUL  THOUGHTS. 

Glorious  visitants  in  beauty  draped, 

Shafts  from  Gods  infinite  store 
They  come  with  th'  sunrise ;  gilded  streaks 

Kfiflected  from  th'  Eternal  shore. 

They  bask  in  the  heat  of  th'  noon-day  sun, 

Hover  in    twilight  calm  when  th'  day  is 
done, 

Envelop  sad  hearts  like  th'  winding  sheet. 

Echoing  footfalls   at   night    from    ghostly 

feet. 

» 
a- 

We  know  them  in  th*  dim  Cathedral  light 
Which,  like  fantastic  shadows,  lend 

A  sadden'd  hue  to  transept,  cloister,  aisle 

And  with   th'   solemn   silence,   mysterious 
blend. 

They  linger  in  the  organ's  plaintive  wail 
Sad  dirges  on  man's  discarded  vows 

When  brought  by  death  to  mortal  clay 
And  'fore  th'  Eternal  ih-Q  finite  bows. 

They  are  oft  found  in  the  madding  crowd 
Where  all  that^s  wordly  freely  mix 

In  strife  and  struggle  to  attain  some  ends 
That  crumble  'fore  the  Crucifix. 


Clinging  to  anxious  watchers  we  feel  them 

As  shades   of  coiofort,   around   the   dying 
bed  ; 
When  closed  eyelids  and  the  gasp  of  death 

Ah  !  shew  too   well  the  spark  of  life  has 
fled. 
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In  God's  acre  we  almost  touch  them  ! 

For,  bless'd  and  hallow'd,  there   they   grow 
refined, 
And  in  spirit  we  are  like  the  sleepers, 

With  our  sins  and  old  self  left  behind 
At  the  Church-yard  gate  where,  coarser  man 

Contrasting  what  he  is,  with  what  he'll  be 
Grows  pure  in  uieekness,  forgets  this  life, 

Thinks  of  the  dead — and  God  alone  he  sees. 

When  our  short,  chequer'd  day  is  o'er 
And  our  clouded  sun  has  early  set 

They  flee  not;  but  linger  near  us  yet 
To  light  us  to  th'  Great  Beyond. 

A  cloud  in  the  passing  day  of  life, 
>  A  flame  in  the  darker  night  of 
^     death. 
True  messengers  from  the  Promised  Land 
Guiding  aright  the  passing  breath. 

Flitting  on  before  our  freed  souls 

When  earth  joins  earth  in  crumbling  sod 
They  grow  and  beautify  in  shape 

And  we  see  them  then  as  part  of  God 


S4 
LINESTO  MISS  M  —  F 


Maud  !  Come  in  to  the  garden  fair 
And  tell  me  all  I  would  be  told, 
Unto  thee  my  heart  fain  flieth. 
Darling  !  I  thus  my  love  unfold. 


IH  Febrmry  1897. 
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FROM  PYGMALION  TO  GALATEA. 


I've  Just  received  a  letter 

From,  one  who  is  far  better 

Asking  me  to  guess  her  charming  name  ; 

She  says  I  am  absurd, 

A  thing  I  have  often  heard 

From  clever  little  girls  in  "  spoony  "  frame. 


The  letter  bore  a  stamp, 

It's/rom  no  "  Sarey  Gamp," 

But  from  a  would-be  Galatea, 

Who  doth  in  scorn  express 

Dislike  for  Fancy  Dress 

Unless  escorted  by  a  Lord  or  Princely  Peer. 

She  is  a  maiden  fair 

With  lovely  auburn  hair 

And  laughing,  rougish  eyes  of  pretty  grey  ; 

On  flirtation  she  wants  a  verse  ; 

I  know  nothing  could  be  worse  ! 

And  yet,  what  can  I  have  to  say  ? 

Now  to  affix  a  postage  stamp 

One  needs  a  little  damp, 

So  she  hit  upon  some  adhesive  guava  jam 

As  there  was  a  dearth  of  glue  ; 

If  I  say  that  is  not  true! 

I  wonder  if  she'll  squash  me  with  a  d ?  * 

Perhaps  'twas  just  and  meet 
There  should  be  something  sweet 
In  a  letter  to  her  lover  from  a  Miss ; 
So  while  in  her  finger  tips 
She  applied  her  ruby  lips 

To  stamp  and  letter,  and  sealed   down  the   cover 
with  a  kiss. 

*  A  Celtic  word,  expressive  of  great  tenderneBB»  but  growing 
iu  expreBiivoueia  uudcr  modera  ue»ge, 
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She  wants  an  acrostic  on  her  name 

Ah  !     If  I  could  onli/  rise  to  fame 

By  invoking  some  poetic  fire  ! 

I  would  write  a  little  ditty 

On  her  name  so  sweetly  pretty 

That  of  reading  it  she'll  never,  never  tire. 


I' 
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